" 1 had chafed bis wrists for a min-

g

= s - F  Less hungry. we were at once less
¢ = g RA : | weary, and vastly less afraid; yet
\ g AVE © too much in a hurry to akk ques-
7 SRS 7 v - ST a tions of the messenger!
- : By &n:on:osw came out dh'l:
N : : _ building to meet us, holding up
TALMMUNDY hand, so 1 made the men halt and
- - 2 began to look abont, It was cer-
e l°.‘la.hlly yl:u nnwlyd amlonf.ﬂvith a
= i orm, an: -
o tell you what I have|l was gia of si, aithough &t the | form was covered by & roof  Par-
» said Ranjoor Singh, |time I felt sshamed. allel to that was s great shed with
= foner pocket  Ranjoor Singh himself |-closed sides, and through its half-
in his chose an advance guard of 20 men P
‘that he brought out|and put me in command of it.. 3:;'?@&-;&??.‘5:5%_5
g folded, sheltering it " he ordered me |the heart. To our right, across
b under his cape. | “Abcording to my map, you should | what might be called a yard—thus
jaid ho, “is W;"m mmﬂéﬂf tt'ho —were many low sheds, and in one
caplain llad mate - 4 g ek SOULh- | there were horses feeding; in oth-
. It is & receipt west; uﬁﬂ along It |ers 1 could see Turkish soldiers
, to be taken and di-| Halt if you see lglﬂd men, and | gprawling on the straw, but they
lly between - mﬂﬂmmmmm eep & lookout | tgok no motice of us, Three of the
‘same—and them—men- oo men l:a mﬁn:; low sheds were empty, and Ranjoor
-Iii.: be suik and we be|March!" said he. &y Sefecall t:xdcet;ttgmﬁeu " sald he
1t you ;ﬂ.}r-m Lo nlﬂ'u‘m":f & question, sahib?”|“go and rest in those sheds. It

‘money. They would neither
Y ‘m to refuse to share

eim, making a great
wrench to free his wrists,

uu. estion is yours,”™ said
Singh. “You have only
swn judgment for a guide.”
{ sign it, will you let me go?"

sald Ranjoor Singh, “but
pot burn you alive if you
Here is a fountain-pen. Your
ghall be loosed when you are

dheim nodded. so I went
his hands loose; and when

two he was able to write on!
gfmlder. 1' bending fnrwardi
and Ranjoor Singh watching like|
8 hawk lest he tear the paper.|
But he made no effort to play,

m‘?h"m Ranjoor Singh had folded,
the paper again he said: “Those
two Turks quile understood thal:
you were to be asked to sign as|
well. In fact, if there is any mis-l
hap they intend tn lay all the
hlame on vou. Baut it is to their
{nterest as much as yours to keep
us from being capiured.”

“You mean I'm to help vou to
escape?” asked Tugendheim.

#Eyactly!” said Ranjoor Singh.
#Now that you have signed, 1 am
willing to bargain with you, We
intend to find Wassmuss.”

| the German alive? said 1, and he

“Would you truly have burnped

laughed.

“That wouid have been a big
fire,” said he. “Do you think none
would have come to investigaie?" |

“That is' what I was thinking,"
said L

“Do such thoughts burn your

any one aske questions, say only
‘Allah!" So they will think vou are
Muhammadans. If that should
seem not sufficient, say ‘Wass-
muss!" But wunless questioned
many times, say nothing' As von
value your lives, say nothing more

LI ¢ At ¢ - R
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SCHOOL DAYS—By DWIG

A

than those two words to any onol }

gt all! Rather be thought fools

than be hanged before breakfast!™ | o

brain?" sald he. . A threat to a
bully—to a foul, folly—to a drunk- |
ard, drink—to each, his own! Be
going mow!"

So T saluted him and led away,
wondering In my heart, the weath- |
er growing worse, if that were pos-
sible, but my spirits rizing. 1knew
now that my back was toward Gal- |
lipoli, where the nearest British
were, yel my heart feit bold with |
iove for Ranjoor Singh and 1 did
not doubt we would strike a good
blow yet for our friends, although
I had no least idea who Wassmuss
was, nor whither we were march-
ing. If I had known—eh, but lis-
ten, sahib—this is a tale of Lales!

CHAPTER V.

1f a man stole my dinner, I might
let him run; but if he stole my
horse, he and I and death would
play hide-and-seek.—Ranjoor Singh.

That dawn, sahib, instead of les-
eening, the rainstorm grew into a
deluge that saved us from being
seen, As I led my 20 men forward
1 looked back a Lime or twe, and
once I could dimly see steamers

|

take one, but he would eat nothing

!them to the shore to be shipped to
and |¥

Athem.”

So all but 20 of the men went
and lay down on straw in the three

empty sheds, und 1 took the 20 and | -

followed him into the great shed
with closed sides. Therein, besides
many other things, we beheld
great baskels filled with loaves of
bread—not very good bread, nor at
all fresh, but stafl of life itself to!
hungry men. He bade the men
count out four loaves for each and
every one of us, and then, at last,
he gave me a little information.
“The Germans in Stamboul,” he
said, “talked too loud of this place |
in my hearing.” 1 stood gmm—m;'
2 loaf already, and 1 urged him to

until all the men should have been
fed. “They detrain Dervish troops
at this point,” said he, “and march

Gallipoli, because ther riot
make trouble if kept in barracksin
Skutar! or Shamboul. This bhread
was intended for two train-loadsof

(To Be Continued.)

NOBODY WouLD BE FOOL ENOUGH
To PICK UP A PURSE on APRIL 1Z

* | ping the twins into his sack again.

The next thln;' they
the bag. along with the

“That’s the very first time,".a
heard truffies smeere.”
his nose,

Then Namey and Nick understood everything.

and
surprised Tepeated
had sneezed when the string tickled

volce

There stood Mr.

““Why, what's the matter here?" he cried, his mouth dropping
open in surprise.
“That's what we were wondering!" piped up Naney in s

volce
| She couldn't speak very -

loud, as she and Nick were quite little, tm:

There stoed Mr. Pig with an empty sack in his hand looking at them.

they hadn’t time to wish themselves big again. “We wore asleep
under our Mushroom when something got us and brought us here”

“So that's it," nodded Mr, Pig. *“I was out digging up truffles,
and 1 must have got you by mistake”™

“Are these truffles?” asked Nick, looking .at the lumpy things.

“Yes, indeed, and they aré the most delicious articles vou ever
ate,” said Mr. Pig enthusiastically. “I was told they grew thick in
Topsy-Turvy Land, so 1 came here to live"

“They don't smell very delicious,” =aid Nancy wrinkling her nose

“Can vou smell?" cried the pig delightedly.

“Yes, of course we can,” laughed the twins.

“Well, well, well, what luck!™ exclaimed the pig, quickly slip-
“l need some good smellers
| to help me hunt, as I'm geiting very tired myself. My snout is nearly
worn out with rooting.” And away he started to the woods again
But he had forgotten to tzke along the Magical Mushroom, in fact, be
hadn’t seen him at all, and now, not intending to be left bahind, the
Mushroom gave a jump and landed on Mr, Pig's back.

Some mmore LOMOrrow.

, “I ever

| Pig with an empty sack in his hand, looking at them, by th of
4 |a lantern that stood on his kitchen table. byt

"many dissent and some howl withlarms are also dungerous in the

i
rope, we must encourage our writ- 'women frankly and openly All o

rage when a work liks “Jude the !.lsauds of children, but we do not!
Obscure” by Thomas Hardr, onetherefore abolish firearms from the
of the most famous novelists in the face of the earth. I is net consid-
world, is attacked on the same ered necessary to destroy al! food
zround and by inferenca put in the lvot suitable for infants and dys-
same class. i peptics, And manifestly, if ever we

It has been shown that the Com- |4#re to have 5 civilizution and a lit-

crs to write, not for the youngest |these could logically be suppresses
and the most feeble-minded of |and denfed the mails under the law:
Americans, bur for the most edu-|of this country. Indeed, as Mencket
cated and intelligent of them. Let shows, one man has been prosecui-
us remember :bat ail of the great|ed in America for sending a quo!a-
literature of the worid—the Bibls, tion from the Bible through the
Shkakespeare, the

and some smaller boals tws on %——_
the sea. Then the fiercest gust of . e 9 {
Tugendheim pricked up hiz ears|rain of all swept by like a curtain, | Freder]c Haskln s Letter i

and began to look almost willing. land ft was as if Europe had been | I

“We have heard of this Wags-|shut off forever—so that I recalled |
muss, and have taken quite a tnn-‘uoaja Singh’s saying on the Lrans- |
¢y {0 him. Your friends proposed)port in the Red ses, about & cur- |

gend us to the trenches, but we|tain being drawn and our not re-|

(Speetal Correspondenice of The Argaa).

* wel to the skin—all, that s to say,

ve slready had too much of that |
tk and we intend to find Wass- |
uss and take part with him. Let
business be to obey me im-
plicitly and to belp us reach Wass-
“mum, and on the day we reach our
goal you shall go free with this
paper given back to you. Disobey
me, snd you shall sample unheard-
of methods of repentance! Do we|
understand each other?"

“] understand you!" said Tu-
gendheim,

“1, too, wish to understand,” said
Rangjoer Singh.

“It is a bargain,” said Tugend-
heim. But I noticed they did not
shake hands after European fash-
don, although 1 think Tugendheim
would have been willing, He was
8 hearty man in his way, given to
bullyleg, but also to quick for;ﬂ-l
folness; and I will say this much
for him, that although he was ever
on the lookout for some way of
breaking his agreement, he kept it
loyally enough while a way was
Jacking. 1 have met men 1 liked

It was growing by that time to
very nearly dawn, and the
er did not improve, The rain

e down in squalls and sheets
d the wind screamed through it
d we were famished as well as

except Tugendheim, who had en-
Joyed the shelter of the hut. The
teeth of many of the men were
chattering. Yet we stood about for
an hour or more, because it was
too dark and too dangerous to
march over unknown ground. I/
suspect Ranjoor Singh did not dare
squander what little spirit the men
yhad left; if they had suspected
him of losing them in the dark
‘they might have lost heart alto-
gcther,

But at last there grew a liitle

'and Ranjoor Singh's great daring.

turning that way,
marched numbly,
half-asleep.

By and by, with heels sucking in |
the mud, we came to the road of|

My 20 men)|
some seeming

POLICING OUR LITERATURE. |

New York, .\‘arrh 30.—The re-
cént suppression, on the ground

the first class intelligence of the!
t whole world had jeined in pro-

which Ranjoor Sinigh had spoken | that they are immoral, of two books | (/3iming it a masterpicee.

and I turned along jt. It had been |
worn into ruts and holes by heavy
traffic and now the raic made mat-
ters worse, so we made slow prog-
ress. But before lonz 1 was able |
to make out dimly through the |
storm what looked like a railway
station. There was a line of tele-
graph poles, and where it crossed
our road there were buildings
enough to have contained two reg-
iments. 1 could see no sign of
men, but in that light, with rain
swirling hither and thither, it was
difficuit to judge. 1 halted and sent
a man back to warn Raajoor Singh.

We blew on our fingers and
stamped to keep life in ourselves,
until at the end of 10 minutes he
came striding out of the rain like
a king on his way to be crowned.
My twenty were already speechless
with unhappiness and hunger, but
he had instilled some of his own
spirit into the rest of the regiment,
for they marched with a swing in
good order. He had Tugendheim
close beside him and had inspired
him, too. It may be the man was
grinning in hope of our capture
within an hour, and in that case he
was doomed to disappointment. He
was destined also to see the day
when he should hope for our es-
cape. Bul from subsequent ac-
quaintance with him I think he
was appreciating the risk we ran

I say this for Tugendheim, that he
knew and respected resolution
when he saw it

When 1 had pointed out what I
could see of the lay of the land,
Ranjoor Singh left me in charge

published by highly reputable
American firms, has attracted re-
newed attention to the activities of
the New York society for the sup-
pression of vice, otherwise known
as the Comstock society, which
made the attacks on both of them.
Heretofore the activities of the
Comstock gociely seem to have met
with little eriticism, but in the case
of the novel just suppressed, (“Jur-
gen,” by James Braaoch Cabell),
several of the strong conservative
newspapers of the country have ex-
pressedd disapproval of this polic-
ing of our national literature by an

organization which is, they say,
doubtlully well qualified to
judge it.

According to Henry L. Mencken,
the well known critie, this Com-

! stock society and other societies of

similar nature have a pronounced
effect on the quality of American
literature, It is not that the ac-
tual number of books suppressed
is large, but that every American
writer of fiction is in' constant
danger of an attack on his gond
name and his property if he wrilcs
something which the Comstock
society chooses to consider Im-
moral.

“It is no wonder,” he writes,
“that the typical American maker
of books becomes a timorous and
fneffective fellow, whose
tends inevitably toward a feeble
superficiality...... The result is a
literature full of mawkishness..."

In England there are 10 compe-
tent novelists for every one in
America. In England there have
been suppressions, too, but the at-

Not only this, but Comstock and
his successors have shown that
they do not even need to find a jury
i which will agree with them. Theyr
| have repeatedly suppressed hooks
' by merely ihreateni proseci-
tion. It §s the nuisance and
| pense of a law suit, and still more,
tha besmearing of their reputa-
{tions which publisher and author
-alike fear:

The viewpoint of the Comstncks
is simple, and one which no doult
appeals to many Americans. It is
lexpressed in the title of ong of
their pamphlets, which is labeled:

oY,

“Morals, Not Art or Literature.”
They take the view that no book
which could conceivably incite

anyone however young or feeble-
ruinded, to think immgral thoughis,
or do immoral acts, shonld be al-
lowed in print. They imply that
‘morals are all important and lit-,
terature of no importance at all

No one denies the importance of
social morality, or that the young
‘and unsophisticated shotld be pro-
tected from demoralizing in-
fluences of every kind: but a goxd
many deny that such protection in-
volves the destruction of all
works of art which are not suited
'to the young and unsophisticated.
All applaud wken a book like “Only
a Boy" is suppressed, but a good

work |

BELIEVES HIS WIDE
' ACQUAINTANCE WILL

' WIN A SENATORSHIP |

i@ introduce any testimony, wheth-

. speech, individual liberty and jus-
| tice,

storks have erected a machine | erature comparable to those of Eu-|poems—treat the loves of men and IOM Testament a5 a serial.

which makes it possible for them

1liad, Chaucer's |maile and another for printing the

sometimes {o suppress a book, on|

their own judgment, Ly & mere|

wave of the hand. Bat even if e
zoes into court, the author or pub-
Uzher is given no fair chance, ac-
cording to Mr. Mencken, who has|
etudied all of the decizions in such |
cates. “He cannct allege in his|
idefonse that the oending work wa31
put forth for legMimate, :mrcssar}'1
and decont purposes; he cannot a]-l
lege that a passage compidined of |
15 from a standard work itself in |

,general circulation; he cannot offer |

evidence that the person fo whom |
a baok or picture was sold or ex-|
hibited was not actually depraved |
by it, or likely to be depraved by |
It; he cannot rest his defense cob |

(the lack of such cifect on the jury- |

men themselves; he cannot plead |
that the alleged obscenity, in point |
of fact,.is couched in decent and
unohjectionable language; he can-|
not plead that the same or a simi- |
jar work h:s gone unchallenged !
elsewhere, ., . .Finally all the de-
cisions deny the defendant the right

er expert or otherwise, that a book
is of artistic value and not por-
nographic, and that its effect upon
normal persons is not pernicious.”

The quotation is from Mencken's
“A Book of Prefaces,” and he cites
in footuotes the cases in - which
these precedenta have bopn estab-
jished. He surely describes a curi-
ous lezal machinery to exist in a
couniry which is supposed to be
the home of a free ‘press, free

The actual workings of this legal
machine have been exceedingly ir-
regular. For example, two books
by American authors of high repute
published by American publishers

“We're always meeting friends”
4

—Chesterficld

VER three million

smokers — over three
million iriends — know the
“satisfying’’ goodness of
Chesterfield’s expert blend
uf fine Turkish and Domestic
tobaccos.

These smokers know that
such richness of flavor, such
mellowness of taste, can only
come from the choicest to-
baccos, bdught and blenc}ed
by experts. -

And they know that the
Chesterfield blend is an ex-
clusive blend, that it cannot
be copied or even closely
imitated. They know that
only Chesterficlds can
um"sb."

But—how about you ?

—-———
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fa AN

land miarched away with Tugend- |in good standing have been at-

cold eolor in the sky and the sea i i : '

. is wvastly ithi

L tookon a shade of gray. Then Ran-|heim and Tugendheim's four :;It(;.\ge 1;?;:::(: fi;teﬁ-?l&lt?n hacre. and | | tacked within recent years. One of
Joor Singh told off the same four | guards. I looked about for shelter, (ol Cart. Goutinan; and tha other

the result is a far richer crop of
books, many of which are brought
out in America. It might be!
added that these English imporia-
tions are seldom bothared by the
Comstocks. It would be easy to
! mention half a dozen novels of|
English origin, now in print in this| §
country, which are both franker in|

men who had first arrested him

10 guard oue prisoner by day and
night, taking turns to pretend to
Eervant, with orders to give

| instant alarm should his move-
Ments seem suspicious, After that

‘ Tugendheim was searched, but,
of interest bheing found on

but there was none. We stood
shivering, the rain making pools at
our feet that spread and became
one. So I made the men mark
time and abused them roundly for
being slack about it, they grum-
bling greatly because our prisoner
was marched away to shelter,

'iel Carson Goodman, and the other
, “The Genius" by Theodore Dreiser.
| During the same time two novels
by the Russian, Artzibashef, have
| heen published in tramslation and
| have gone unscathed, although they
\treated sex in a far more morbid
{and radical manner than either of

him, hj

|_" !Iulhll.[

® money and various things
were given back.

be no pistol?™ asked Ran-

“Ye8" said 1, “but I took it when

- We I't‘lll.t'! and gagged him on the
»" And T drew it out and

i, feeling proud. never

such a weapon—fot the |

sh India is striet, !

did you not tell me™ he}|

b 4nd T was silent. “Give it

. Rid he, and 1 gave it up. !

2 it, drew out the art-

whereas we must stand without. 1
bullied them as much.as I dared,
and we stamped the road into a
veritable quagmire, as builders
tread mud for making sun-dried
bricks, so that when three-quarters
of an hour had passed and s man
came running back with a message
from Ranjoor Singh there was =

little warmth in us. I did not need
to use force to get the column
started.

“('fome!" said the trooper. “There |
is food, and shelter, and who knows

'n Weight Reduction.
'.tm‘:?‘nt to reduce my weight, I'm eating many things I hate,

10 a ¢upy. But the author is|/
to grow thin; by folloving the diet game I hope to shirk |should be done. Several such} . 000 Louisiana ml_:ﬂl £ A ’ . !
m"..‘?&tnme, and lose my doml:schin. T've cut out bread, and |pooks, including the notorion: enlbc;nn:ﬁ;.’?osfnders 52YS, “ask:nost}ut‘:til: fh:u;rgin::;i :::gj;ii the |}
cream; llfd.:ziﬂ’ fh:t:':n;: n::?::a'::dtyr:m:ge':r:it?; _ci'mnslk mi: :f;mt::f “Only a Boy," wete suppressed 871 | them intimate questions about their | Comstocks which is made Iy critics

i

w
they

A°¢ s 2 scream. Oh, others seek the :
Back off victyajs with a sword, ind eat whate’sr they please; and

groaning board, and

their allusions to sex a_nrl
radical in their implications con-
cerning it than the lztely
pressed “Jurgen."

Few Americans understand the,
machinery by which this business
of censoring their national iitera-
ture is carried on. The New York
Society for the Suppression of
Vice was founded by Anthony Com-
stock, who received his first finan-
cial backing from Morris K. Jesup.
Comstock got a hill through con-
gress in 1873 which prohibited the|

signed tb keep out of circulation
worthless pornographic literature
—a thing which everyone agreed

everyone applanded. Then Com-
stock proceeded to show what &

jmore ' i

sup-| '

|

|

personal acquaintance with about |
75,000 voters in /hiz state. That
leaves only 15,000 he does not know. |

business or their families or about
the cld dog that got a thorn in iis|

i 1ts net efiect has not been to purge
.our book stores and libraries of
anything whatever, but merely to
: keep our native authors and pub-

the American books. Such exam-
ples of inconsistency could be mul-
tipiied at great length. Comstock
activity has not been a system-
atic campaign against anything in
particular: it has merely becn a
series of isolated assaults om in-
dividual authors and publishers.

lishers in a state of terror and oc-
casicnally in a state of bankruptey.

er foreign works which are more

“Jurgen" has been enormously ad-
vertised by its suppression and is
now sellinz secretly in New York ||

and authora. In its deleuse it

claims that it is defending the

: " #ad passed it to T 5 i ai - e % | While 2 book like “The Genius" is
' p ugend- | what else: sending through the mails of “ob- {8 | te *1
P :; It was three days before he| So we went best foot first along ;cg“‘ glewd. lim:iviou-; or filthy" | | withheld fro;n c;i:t-.cma_un? :01:{ rt::;:
ltl‘goh Tugendheim and caused |the rosd, feeling less than half as maiter, but which did not define'} ’-mi:iy gao t:.t e Ir:nw:rks a(gGur
think Eive me the pistol back. 1|hungry and not weak at all. DOW |ihece adjectives, leaving it wholly | L 3o im LIIH the mmpwt;;?ch ks oF Gy
men were impressed, and jthat we knew food was almost|;, |he jury to decide what came: |l " : de ,,3}"’3";‘@5‘* i bjz mq h_i.
i within the meaning of the law. A U S | iTank aud {ar more mor their
\ similar amendment to the New 'SR | treatment of sex themes. They may Paiia i
'l cod, f criminal procedure {ziso find there, or in any other ; 7 ww
;;Jgi to :heoslrér;ﬂ! of the prose- J. Y. Sanders. first-class library, hundreds of oth- of moisture-proaf,
cutors by enubling them to at-; New Orleans.—J. Y. Sanders of = . glassine paper on
t:ck the} publishers under state|[onisiana has at last set out for his izduf:blc on th;os_:ait‘::e ‘t;c;‘:;:::;s ht.t:: "y !e
|'law in the city where nearly the|iife’s goal, a seat in the l'nile:ll;je mer:::::aed v e o Che:m!crjuwﬁ'g
whole of the American publishing | States senate. He has risen step| b0 SHPPCUR L oon o o r JSreshacess and flavor
business is located. by step in politics with the senator-| o 0.0 "0 0 b oks they supprese j o
Now this law was primarily de-| .pin in view, and his chief asset jg | culation the prose. foct

3 dangerous power he had created by |, 0 " Cogn git down and write | voun v

; king Rabelais Decameron . | young against the demoralizing in

B tu-:ﬂ? ]ihte::?”k:; }"fﬁm’m i't:'dugle“ln lfnrom"' ':!;“t:d::? t?:i .::: the works of zt:l:. Balzac and | the names, but I know the names.” {fiuence of art. Not only is this de-, ' . ’ . _

> ;:‘::un for cows, -and shun ’ﬂ:n pting things; the dinner beil | Dandet—three French cln:lnlcs mﬂ%ﬂmq':mewsmm&r!{f::e th‘;mt me&l c‘:i;g: k:ﬂ::l::r; ! -
: R0 more brin : 1 hen |which may be found on the shelves : q

- It rings Ty, dwellz: ﬂdﬁ?cﬁm mbl:; m fhh;' :ll:t:cﬂt. :!heveg. irst class library in the |but if he had resigned as governor {tact worked only sporadically and A T ‘

08y eat

ey m:hn:é:"' they wish: but Imust boll a mess of straw, or feed

world. In other words, he showed

the way would hays been open for
& lientenant governor who was not |

without judzment or system, but
It is further weslencd by the wejl-

: - ured d been
o S prunes” s ot aad iy denwtwred | power, WAL bt bt |8 S e Sander win nown fac et icrtare 2o v L

£Xe4, and fixed theron in vain: 1o’ mor lose 8 single  pound, I |worthless literature could be used of the party. So Sanders had to ed for the very youns ia "::‘nﬂii

mmnwhnhmemm'mmmmr' ruthlessly for the suppression of|wait mmhhwﬂwhﬁt]tmm -mau:nﬂ.
(Copyright by Geofge Matthew Adems.) sny book whatever, even though now is Edward-James Gay. clten ( ] them.  Fire-- . - -
. ¥ l‘ /l ) 1 .:f-‘::'%a.
- | _ ; E B ; S PBL -

P . - -/ A I e N “
% ‘. : e -.. o - ) S 5 s - S s i .L:. “ ey ry e = __‘r @ ‘.* e~ , " )] -

» ." l“l \



